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CHRISTENING-ROBES FOR PRESENTS 

2} GUINEAS. 


BABIES’ CLOAKS 
1 GUINEA. 



BABIES’ HOODS, 
i GUINEA. 


BABIES’ BERCEATT-NETTES, 21 GUINEAS. 

Babies’ Baskets, 1 Guinea; 

Christening Caps, 1 Guinea; 

Shirts, 2s.; Caps, 2s. 6d.; Gowns, 6s. 


Ladies having Schools to employ 


Supplied with all the Laces, Works, Linen, Long-cloth, &c., 
necessary for the “ Trousseau.” 

Lace Collars and Sleeves, Cambric Handkerchiefs. 


MARRIAGE OUTFITS COMPLETE. 

White Dressing Gowns, 1 Guinea. 

Cotton Hosiery, 2s. 6<L 
Patent Corsets, 16s. 6d. 

Real Balbriggan Hosiery. 

THIS PART OF THE BUSINESS UNDER THE 
MANAGEMENT OF MRS TAYLOR. 


LADIES’ RIDING TROUSERS, 

Chamois Leather, with Black Feet. 

unroof Riding Talma, 1$ Guinea. 

aen’s Superfine Cloth Jackets, 35s.; 

School ditto, 25s. 

Young Gentlemen’s Shirts, 5s. 6d. 

Naval Cadets’ Outfits, complete. 

RIDING E-AITS, 51 TO 81 GUINEAS. 

Linsey Riding Habits 
for little girls, 

2£ Guineas. 

Everything of the Superior Excellence for which the House lias been 

Celebrated for Thirty Years. 

63, BAKER STREET. 

W. G. TAYLOR. 








®rlci) /arm JUtifrtiscr. 


August , 18G2. 








PATENT 

CAMBRIC FRILLINGS 

MORE DURABLE IN WEAR THAN ANY OTHER MATERIAL , ^ 

With Woven Hem and Gathering Thread ,, ready for Jewing on the 

Wafhing Apparel 
of 

Ladies, 



This Width 


No. 10, 


And 2|inch, and 3 & 3? inch for the New Parifian Frilled Petticoats. 

This Width -—--No. 7. 

For Ladies’ Dreffing Gowns, Pillow Cafes, &c. 

This Width - I - No. 4. 

For Toilet Covers, Night Gowns, See. 

This Width-- No. 3. - 

For Frocks, Pinafores, Drawers, Children’s Night Gowns, & all kinds of Frills. 

This Width ---- No. 2. 

For Frills of Boys’ & Ladies’ Collars, Nightcaps, & all varieties of Tuckers. 

This Width - No. 1 . 

For the firft Wardrobe of a Baby, and for a Lace Foundation. 


THE CAMBRIC RIBBON, 

Of the fame quality as the Frilling, is manufactured in various 
Widths, and is adapted for the Safhes and Strings ufed in all kinds 
of Ladies’ and Children’s Wafhing Apparel. 

Sold by all refpedlable Drapers , in Wrappers , each containing 12 yards . 
The genuine article bears the names of J.& J.CASH, Patentees, on every Wrapper. 

A Mahogany Box containing a complete Assortment can be 
purchased by Drapers of any Wholesale House for £3 17s. 6d. 

No. 18. 
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ORLEY FARM ADVERTISER. 


Chapman and Hall's New Publications, 

193 PICCADILLY. 


MR. CARLYLE’S FREDERICK THE GREAT. 

Now ready, in demy 8vo., with Portrait and Maps, Yol. III., price 20s., 

HISTORY OF FRIEDRICH THE SECOND, called 

AA FREDERICK THE GREAT. By THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Yols. I. and II., 8vo., third Edition, with Portraits and Maps, 40s. 


NORTH 

Dl ‘The A 


MR. ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S NEW WORK. 

Now ready, the Second Edition, in 2 vols. demy 8vo., 34s., 

AMERICA. By Anthony Trollope, Author of 


The West Indies and the Spanish Main.’ 


FRANCATELLI’S NEW WORK. 


In 1 vol. post 8vo., with numerous Illustrations in Chromo-lithography (nearly ready) y 

THE ROYAL ENGLISH AND FOREIGN CONFEC- 

A TIONER: a Practical Treatise on the Art of Confectionery in all its Branches. By 
CHARLES ELME FRANCATELLI, late Maitre d’Hotel to Her Majesty the Queen. 

Post 8vo., 10s. 6c?., 


T) 0ADS AND RAILS, and their Practical Influence on 

■*•*> Human Progress, Past, Present, and to Come. By W. BRIDGES ADAMS. 

“ A suggestive book on matters about which few men are so well qualified to speak as the author ’ 
It will provoke discussion, and win the notice of that wide circle of readers who, while they gratify a 
strong yearning after useful information, are by no means disinclined for the eutertainment of a few good 
stories.”— Athenceum. 


Two vols. post 8vo., 21s., 

ARIETTA: a Novel. By Thomas Adolphus Trollope. 


“Mr. Trollope has excelled himself in ‘Marietta.’ It is a charming book—charming not only for its 
exquisitely graphic and accurate pictures of Italian life, in country and city, but still more for its admir¬ 
able delineations of character. . . It is Mr. Adolphus Trollope’s best novel yet .”—Ft ess. 


In post 8vo., 9s., 

■pUROPEAN SETTLEMENTS ON THE WEST COAST 

A-? OF AFRICA; with Remarks on the Slave Trade and the Supply of Cotton. By 
Capt. J. F. N. HEWETT, F.R.G.S. 

In oblong folio, half-hound, 21s.; proofs, 31s. 6c?., 

TIUNTING BITS. By II. K. Browne (Phiz). 12 Illustra- 

tions, coloured. 

Tn 2 vols. post 8vo., 21s., 

PICTURES OF GERMAN LIFE IN THE 15th, 16th, 

A and 17th CENTURIES. By Herr FREYTAG, Author of * Debit and Credit.’ 
Translated by Mrs. MALCOLM. 

“Anything more graphic than these pictures of the social and political life of Germany, from the 15 th 
century downwards, cannot easily he imagined. Herr Frey tag combines research, lucidity, and descriptive 
power in a marvellous manner.”—Press. 


In post 8vo., 10s. 6c?., 

THE ENGLISH AT HOME. (Second Series.) By 

A ALPHONSE ESQUIROS, Author of ‘ The Dutch at Home,’ &e. Translated by 
LASCELLES WRAXALL. 

“ Again is M. Esquiros holding up the mirror to Englishmen, with knowledge, good humour, pa¬ 
tience, and accuracy. In this volume he discourses of clubs, theatres, the press, and the turf, lightly, 
intelligently, with a little satire, involving much good sense, and a faithful purpose of depicting us as we 
are. His picture of a Derby day is vivid, variegated, and life-like.”— Atkencuum. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193 PICCADILLY. 










ORLEY FARM ADVERTISER* 


By Authority of the Committee of Council on Education. 

In a handsome royal 8vo. volume, 7s. 6d., 

THE ITALIAN SCULPTURE COLLECTIONS OF THE 

SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM; a Descriptive Catalogue, comprising an Account 
of the Acquisitions from the Gigli and Campagna Collections. Illustrated with 20 
Engravings. By J. C. ROBINSON, F.S.A., ^.^Superintendent of the Art Collections 
of the South Kensington Museum. 

In fcap. 8vo., 5s., 

CT. CLEMENT’S EVE: a Drama. By Henry Taylor. 

^ Author of 4 Philip van Artevelde,’ &c. 


U p 


In post 8vo., with 100 Illustrations, 16s., 

THE NILE AND HOME AGAIN: a Handbook for 

Travellers, and a Travel-book for the Library. By F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. With 
100 Illustrations from original Sketches by the Author. 


WALTER WHITE’S HOME AND FOREIGN TRAVEL. 

ALL ROUND THE WREKIN. Second Edition. 

Post 8 VO., 9s. 

NORTHUMBERLAND AND THE BORDER. Second Edition, post 8vo., 10s. 6* 
A MONTH IN YORKSHIRE. Fourth Edition, with a Map, post 8vo., 4s. 

A LONDONER’S WALK TO THE LAND’S END, and a TRIP TO THE SCILLY 
ISLES. Second Edition, post 8vo., with four Maps, 4s. 

A JULY HOLIDAY IN SAXONY, BOHEMIA, AND SILESIA. Post8vo 9s. 
ON FOOT THROUGH TYROL. Post 8vo., 9s. 


Cheap Edition, post 8vo., 18th Edition, price Is., 

QUR FARM OF FOUR ACRES, and the Money we made 

Demy 8vo., 15s., with Index, 

A MEMOIR OF SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By H. R. 

FOX BOURNE. 

“ This is a very good book indeed. The author has much taste, much sense, and considerable historical 
insight—qualities absolutely essential in a biography of Sir Philip Sidney. He has further followed an 
excellent fashion of the day in ransacking the Sate Paper Office, and his industry has disinterred several 
documents which throw light on obscure points in Sidney’s history .”—Saturday Review. 


NEW SERIAL BY CHARLES LEVER. 

To be completed in 12 Monthly Parts, each Part to contain two Illustrations by Phiz. 
Just Published, Part VI., Is., 

T)ARRINGTON. By Charles Lever, Author of ‘Harry 

Lorrequer,’ 4 Charles O’Malley,’ &c. 


In Monthly Parts, with Two Illustrations, by J. E. Millais, price Is. each. 

Part XVI., just published, 

ARLEY FARM. By Anthony Trollope. Volume I. 

^ with 20 Illustrations by J. E. Millais, handsomely bound in cloth, price 11s., now 
ready. 

Post 8vo., 8s., 

POPULATION AND TRADE IN FRANCE IN 1861-62 

A By FREDERICK MARSHALL. 


Crown 8vo., 6s., 

T AST POEMS. By Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

■*“' ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING’S POETICAL WORKS. Fifth Edition, in 
3 vols. fcap. 8vo., 18s. 

AURORA LEIGH. The Fifth Edition, fcap. 8vo., 7s. with Portrait, 1 
POEMS BEFORE CONGRESS. Crown 8vo., 4s. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193 PICCADILLY. 
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ORLEV FARM ADVERTISER. 


Second Edition, 2 vols, fcap. 8vo., 16s., 

■ROBERT BROWNING’S POETICAL WORKS 

1 Also in 2 vols. fcap. 8vo., 12s., 

MEN AND WOMEN. 

Fourth Edition, fcap. 8vo., 3s. 6c?., 

'PANNHAUSER; or, The Battle of the Bauds. A Poeir 

A By NEVILLE TEMPLE and EDWARD TREVOR. 

“ It is seldom that anything so good is published. The songs of the bards are perhaps not quite up 
the level of the narrative, but the narrative is almost uniformly impressive and poetical. We hope th 
two writers who can do so much may follow up their present success with further efforts in the future 
—Saturday Review. 

Post 8vo., with Illustrations, 7s. 6<7., 

POTTON: the Chemical, Geological, and Meteorologies 

Conditions involved in its Successful Cultivation. With an Account of the Actu 
Conditions and Practice of Culture in the Southern or Cotton States of Non 
America. By Dr. JOHN WILLIAM MALLET, Professor of Chymistry in tl 
University of Alabama. 

“An extremely useful little volume.”— Spectator, 

Second Edition, fcap. 8vo., Is. 6c?., 

AURSELVES, OUR FOOD, and OUR PHYSIC. B 

V Dr. BENJAMIN RIDGE, Author of 4 Health and Disease/ &c. 

Post 8vo., 10s. 6c?., 

TALES OF ALL COUNTRIES. By Anthony Trollopi 

Author of * Dr. Thorne/ &c. 

“ Eight tales, some in Mr. Trollope’s happiest style; while all show that he possesses the real art 
story-telling.”— Press. 


NEW NOVEL. 

In 3 vols. post 8vo., 

ALIVE BLAKE’S GOOD WORK: a Novel. By Joh 

V CORDY JEAFFRESON. 

“ Decidedly one of the best novels of the season. The first chapters of 4 Olive Blake’ at once pro- 
that Mr. Jeaffreson has in him the right spirit of an artist.”— Examiner. 

2 vols. post 8vo., 16s., 

A POPULAR HISTORY OF THE DISCOVERY 0 

A. AMERICA, from Columbus to Franklin. By J. G, KOHL. Translated by Maj 
R. R. NOEL. 

44 Mr. Kohl’s descriptive power is well known, and this work shows that he can exercise it in t 
higher domain of history with as much facility as he did in his picturesque travels. The volumes are 
complete synopsis of American discovery from the earliest to the latest times. Major Noel has done I 
work well.”— Daily News. 

Fcap. 4to., 21s., 

A HISTORY OF DOMESTIC MANNERS AN] 

A SENTIMENTS IN ENGLAND DURING THE MIDDLE AGES. By THOM A 
WRIGHT., M.A., F.S.A. Illustrated by upwards of 300 Engravings on Wood, wi 
Illustrations from Illuminations in Contemporary Manuscripts and other source 
drawn and engraved by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

“The book is one which is indispensable for an historical or archaeological library.”— Saturd 
Review. 

In post 8vo., 10s. 6c?., 

THE HISTORY AND LITERATURE OF TH: 

1 CRUSADES. Bv Vou SYBEL. Edited by LADY DUFF GORDON. 

“No English historical library can be complete without it”— London Review. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193 PICCADILLY. 








ORLEY FARM ADVERTISER. 


Second Edition, with a new Preface, in 2 vols. post 8vo., 

])EATEN PATHS, and Those who Trod Them. By 

T. COLLEY GRATTAN, Author of * Highways and Byways,’ ‘Traits of Travel,’ 
* Civilized America,’ &c. 

“ We can justly say that it is the best book that has appeared this season. None of the anecdotes are 
stale, nothing is spun out, nothing is given second-hand; and the freshness and naivete in the style make 
us rank it very high in the class under which it is comprehended.”— Press. 


Uniform Edition, in crown 8vo., 


M R THOMAS CARLYLE’S 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION : a History. 

2 vols. 12s. 

OLIVER CROMWELL’S LETTERS AND 
SPEECHES. With Elucidations and Con¬ 
necting Narrative. 3 vols. 18s. 

LIFE OF JOHN STIRLING.—LIFE OF 
SCHILLER. 1vol. 6s. 

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ES¬ 
SAYS. 4 vols. 24s. 


WORKS:— 

SARTOR RESARTUS. — HERO WOR- 

SHIP. 1 vol. 6s. 

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 1 vol. 6s. 
CHARTISM. — PAST AND PRESENT. 

1 vol. 6s. 

TRANSLATIONS OF GERMAN RO¬ 
MANCE. 1 vol. 6s. 

WILHELM MEISTER. By Goethe. A 
Translation. 2 vols. 12s. 


MR. DICKENS’S NEW WORK. 

The Fifth Edition, in 3 vols., of 

fj R E A T EXPECTATIONS. By Charles Dickens. 

A 7 A p,fr, 0F r TW0 C , IT K ES ’a By CHARLES MCKENS. With 16 Illustrations 
by Phiz. In one vcl. 8vo., 9s. 

THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER. Third Edition. By CHARLES DICKENS 
In post 8vo., third Edition, 6s. 


THE ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION. 

Beautifully printed, post 8vo„ and carefully revised by the Author, with the Original 
Illustrations, now issuing in Monthly Volumes, price 7s. 6 d. each, 

JR. CHARLES DICKENS’S WORKS. Already Published. 


PICKWICK PAPERS. 2 vols. 
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 2 vols. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 2 vols. 
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 2 vols. 


BARNABY RUDGE. 2 vols 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. 1 vol. 
OLIVER TWIST. 1 vol. 
DOMBEY AND SON. 2 vols. 

by 

BLEAK HOUSE. 2 vols. 
LITTLE DORRIT. 2 vols. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 1 vol. 


To be followed 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. 2 vols. | 
PICTURES FROM ITALY, and I 

AMERICAN NOTES. 1 vol. 


j^JR. CHARLES DICKENS’S WORKS. Cheap Edition. 


LITTLE DORRIT. 5s. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. 5s. 
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 5s. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 5s. 
BARNABY RUDGE. 4s. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 4s. 
OLIVER TWIST. 3s. 6 d. 


SKETCHES BY BOZ. 3s. 6d. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 3s. 6d. 
AMERICAN NOTES. 2s. 6 d. 
DOMBEY AND SON. 5s. 
DAVID COPPERFIELD. 5s. 
BLEAK HOUSE. 5s. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193 PICCADILLY. 
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ORLEY FARM ADVERTISER. 


BROWN & POLSON’S 

PATENT CORN FLOUR. 

In Packets, 8d.; and Tins, Is. 


Other kinds can be obtained cheaper, but, being unsaleable upon their own 
merit, are often substituted for PATENT CORN FLOUR. Families are there¬ 
fore very respectfully invited to write upon orders “ BROWN & POLSON.” 



BY HER MAJESTY’S ROYAL LETTERS PATENT. 


BIMMEL’S PERFUME VAPORIZER. 

An Elegant, Cheap, and Portable Apparatus, for diffusing the fragrance 
of flowers in apartments, ball-rooms, &c., and for purifying the air in 
houses and sick chambers. Recommended by Dr. Letheby, Dr. 
Hassall, &c., as greatly superior to the means in use hitherto. 


Price, from 6s. upwards. 

Sold by all Perfumery Dealers, and by the Inventor and Patentee, 

E. RIMMEL, Perfumer to the Queen, 

96 Strand, & 24 Cornhill, London ; and 17 Boulevard des Italiens, Paris. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL’S 

STANDARD EDITIONS of POPULAR AUTHORS. 


MARKET HARBOROUGH (Fourth Edition) ; and INSIDE THE BAR. Now 

first printed. 5s. 

W. H. AINSWORTH’S CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER. 3rd Edition. 5s. 

T. A. TROLLOPE S LA BEATA (Third Edition); and A TUSCAN ROMEO 

AND JULIET. Now first printed. 5s. 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S CASTLE RICHMOND. A Novel. New Edition. 5s. 
ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S DOCTOR THORNE. A Novel. 6th Edition. 5s. 
ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S THE BERTRAMS. A Novel. 5th Edition. 5s. 
ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S THE KELLYS AND THE O’KELLYS. 4th 

Edition. 5s. 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S MACDERMOTS OF BALLYCLORAN. 3rd 

Edition. 5s. _ 

W. M. THACKERAY’S IRISH SKEtfCH-BOOK. 3rd Edition. Crown 8vo. 5s. 
ALBERT SMITH’S WILD OATS AND DEAD LEAVES. 2nd Edition. 

Crown 8vo. 5s. 

MISS ANNA DRURY’S MISREPRESENTATION. 3rd Edition. 5s. 
TILBURY NOGO. By the Author of * Digby Grand/ 3rd Edition. 5s. 

MRS. GASKELL’S NORTH AND SOUTH. 4th Edition. 5s. 

G. A. SALA’S GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. 2nd Edition. 5s. 

W. H. WILL’S OLD LEAVES GATHERED FROM ‘HOUSEHOLD 
'WORDS.' 5s. 

ROBERT HOUDIN’S MEMOIRS. Written by Himself. 3rd Edition. 5s. 

MISS MULOCK’S HEAD OF THE FAMILY. 6th Edition. 5s. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193 PICCADILLY. 
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TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS, 

VISITORS TO THE SEASIDE, AND OTHERS, exposed to the Scorching Rays of the Sun, and heated 
particles of Dust, will find 

ROWLANDS’ KALYDOR 


UNDER THE 


AND THE 


PATRONAGE 


ARISTOCRACY 


ROYALTY, 


EUROPE. 


a most refreshing preparation for the Complexion, dispelling the cloud of languor and relaxation, allaying 
all heat and irritability, and immediately affording the pleasing sensation attending restored elasticity and 
healthful state of the Skin. J 

Freckles, Tan, Spots, Pimples, Flushes, and Discolourations, are eradicated by its application, and give 
place to delicate clearness, with the glow of beauty and of bloom. In cases of sunburn, or stings of insects 
its virtues have long been acknowledged. Price 4s. 6 d. and 8s. 6 d. per bottle. 

The heat of summer also frequently communicates a dryness to the Hair, and a tendency to fall off 
which may be completely obviated by the use of ’ 

ROWLANDS’ MACASSAR OIL, 

a delightfully fragrant and transparent preparation, and as an invigorator and beautifier of the Hair beyond 
all precedent. J 

ROWLANDS’ ODONTO, 

Or PEARL DENTIFRICE, a White Powder, compounded of the choicest and most fragrant exotics. It 
bestows on the Teeth a Pearl-like Whiteness, frees them from Tartar, and imparts to the Gums a healthy 
firmness, and to the Breath a delicate fragrance. Price 2s. 9 d. per box.) 

Sold at 20 IIATTON GARDEN, and by Chcmist» and Perfumers. 


V Ask for “ROWLANDS’” Articles. 


BY ROYAL 

METALLIC 

TO THE 



COMMAND. 

PENMAKER 

QUEEN.! 


JOSEPH GILLOTT 

Respectfully invites tlie attention of the Public to the following Numbers of his 

PATENT IXEETAZalilC PENS, 

which, for Quality of Material. Easy Action, and Great Durability, will insure 
universal preference. 

For Ladies’Use.— For fine neat writing, especially on thick and highly-fimshed m D ers 
Nos. I, 173,303, 604. In Extra-fine Points, 1 F ‘ r 

For General Use. —Nos. 2, 164, 166, 168, 604. In Fine Points. 

For Bold Free Writing— Nos. 3,164,166, 168, 604. In Medium Points. 

For Gentlemen’s Use. —FOR LARGE, FREE, BOLD WRITING.—The Black Swan 
Quill, Large Barrel Pen, No. 808. The Patent Magnum Bonurn, No. 263. In Medium and 
Broad Points. 

For General Writing.— No. 263. In Extra-Fine and Fine Points. No 262 In 
Fine Points. Small Barrel. No. 810. New Bank Pen. No. 840. The Autograph Pen 
For Commercial Purposes.— The celebrated Three-hole Correspondence Pen, No. 382. 
The celebrated Four-hole Correspondence Pen, No. 202. The Public Pen No.*292. The 
Public Pen, with Bead, No. 404. Small Barrel Pens, fine and Free, Nos. 392, 405, 603. 

To be had of every respectable Stationer in the World. 


wholesale and for exportation, at the 

Manufactory, Victoria Works, Graham Street; and at 96 New Street, 
Birmingham; 91 John Street, New York; and of 
WILLIAM DAVIS, at the London Depot, 37 Gracechurch Street, E.C. 
















SLACKS SILVER ELECTRO PLATE 


IS A STRONG COATING OF PURE SILVER OVER NICKEL, 

IVTiLIJUFiiCTXrREO SOLELY BY RICHARD AND JOHN SLACK. 

The fact of Twenty Years’ wear is ample proof of its durability, and In the hardest use it can never show the bras: 
under-surface so much complained of by many purchasers of Electro-plate. 

EVERY ARTICLE FOR THE TABLE AS IN SILVER. 


OLD GOODS REPLATED EQUAL TO NEW. 



m 8 

* ’ •' d J fpli vi\ x c 



Electro-Plated 
! Fiddle Pattern. 

Strong Plated 
Fiddle Patiern. 

I Thread Pattern. 

King’s and Three 
wiih Shell. 


i £ s. d. 

£ s. d. 

j £ s. d. 

£ s. d . 

2 Table Forks or Spoons. 

1 10 0 

1 18 0 

2 8 0 

3 0 0 

2 Dessert Forks or Spoons . 

1 0 0 

1 10 0 

1 15 0 

2 2 0 

2 Tea Spoons. 

0 12 0 

0 180 

1 13 6 

1 10 0 


SLACK’S TABLE CUTLERY. 

Messrs. SLACK have been celebrated 50 years for the superior manufacture of their Cutlery. 

IVORY TABLE KNIVES, 16s., 2<s., 22s.; DESSERT, 11s., 14s., 15s. 6d per dozen. Best quality, warranted no 
to come loose in the handles. Orders Carriage Free per Rail. 

SLACK’S CATALOGUE ’with 350-Drawings and Prices, Gratis or Post Free. 


RICHARD'S*.' J OH NSLAC K. 

33 6, S TR-'A N D, 0 PPOSITL S OM ER SET HOUSE . 


SANGSTERS’ PARASOLS, SUNSHADES, 
AND UMBRELLAS, 

On Fox’s Paragon Frames. 



140 REGENT STHEET, W. 

94 FLEET STREET, E.C. 

10 ROYAL EXCHANGE, E.C. 
*75 CIIEAPS1DE, E.C. 

* Wholesale Department. 



W and J. SAKGSTER beg to call 

• the attention of the Public to their large as¬ 
sortment of SUNSHADES and FANCY PARASOLS 


for this Season, in Brocades, Lace, and Glace Silks, of 
the newest Colours and Styles. 


3,148,000 of ‘ SANGSTERS’ ALPACA ’ Umbrellas 
have been made under their Patent. They may be 
obtained of all Umbrella Dealers in the Kingdom, 
and if made by their Licensees, should have Labels 
of the annexed Pattern, bearing the words ‘ gang¬ 
sters’ Alpaca’ inside each Umbrella. Goods of their 
own manufacture have Labels with the words ‘ Sang- 
sters'f Mahers .’ 


























Lady Mason leaving the Court. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 


THE TWO JUDGES. 

Felix Graham as lie left the Alston court-house on the close of the 
first day of the trial was not in a happy state of mind. He did not 
actually accuse himself of having omitted any duty which he owed 
to his client; but he did accuse himself of having undertaken a 
duty for which he felt himself to be manifestly unfit. Would it not 
have been better, as he said to himself, for that poor lady to have 
had any other possible advocate than himself? Then as he passed 
out in the company of Mr. Fumival and Mr. Chafianbrass, the latter 
looked at him with a scorn which he did not know how to return. 
In his heart he could do so; and should words be spoken between 
them on the subject, he would be well able and willing enough to 
defend himself. But had he attempted to bandy looks with Mr. 
Chafianbrass, it would have seemed even to himself that he was 
proclaiming his resolution to put himself in opposition to his col¬ 
leagues. 

He felt as though he were engaged to fight a battle in which truth 
and justice, nay heaven itself must be against him. How can a 
man put his heart to the proof of an assertion in the truth of which 
he himself has no belief ? That though guilty this lady should be 
treated with the utmost mercy compatible with the law;—for so 
much, had her guilt stood forward as acknowledged, he could have 
pleaded with all the eloquence that was in him. He could still 
pity her, sympathize with her, fight for her on such ground as that; 
but was it possible that he, believing her to be false, should stand 
up before the crowd assembled in that court, and use such intellect 
as God had given him in making others think that the false and the 
guilty one was true and innocent, and that those accusers were false 
and guilty whom he knew to be true and innocent ? 

It had been arranged that Baron Maltby should stay that night 
at Noningsby. The brother-judges therefore occupied the No- 
ningsby carriage together, and Graham was driven back in a dog¬ 
cart by Augustus Staveley. 

‘ Well, old boy,’ said Augustus, 4 you did not soil your conscience 
much by bullying that fellow.’ 

‘ No, I did not/ said Graham; and then he was silent. 

4 Chafianbrass made an uncommonly ugly show of the Hamworth 
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attorney,’ said Augustus, after a pause; but to this Graham at first 
made no answer. 

< If I were on the jury,’ continued the other, 4 I would not believe 
a single word that came from that fellow’s mouth, unless it were 
fully supported by other testimony. Nor will the jury believe him.’ 

< I tell you what, Staveley,’ said Graham, ‘ you will oblige me 
greatly iu this matter if you will not speak to me of the trial till it 
is over.’ 

‘ I beg your pardon.* 

4 No ; don’t do that. Nothing can be more natural than that you 
and I should discuss it together in all its bearings. But there are 
reasons, which X will explain to you afterwards, why X would rathei 
not do so.’ 

4 All right,’ said Augustus. 4 I’ll not say another word.’ 

4 And for my part, I will get through the work as well as X may.’ 
And then they both sat silent in the gig till they came to the corner 
of Noningsby wall. 

4 And is that other subject tabooed also ?’ said Augustus. 

4 What other subject ?’ 

4 That as to which we said something when you were last here,— 
touching my sister Madeline.’ 

Graham felt that his face was on fire, but he did not know how to 
answer. 4 In that it is for you to decide whether or no there should 
be silence between us,’ he said at last. 

4 I certainly do not wish that there should be any secret between 

us,’ said Augustus. b 

4 Then there shall be none. It is my intention to make an offer 
to her before I leave Noningsby. I can assure you for your satis¬ 
faction, that my hopes do not run very high.’ 

4 For my satisfaction, Felix! I don’t know why you should sup¬ 
pose me to be anxious that you should fail.’ And as he so spoke he 
stopped his horse at the hall-door, and there was no time for further 
speech. 

4 Papa has been home a quarter of an hour,’ said Madeline, 
meeting them in the hall. 

4 Yes, he had the pull of us by having his carriage ready,’ said her 
brother. 4 We had to wait for the ostler.’ 

4 He says that if you are not ready in ten minutes he will go to 
dinner without you. Mamma and I are dressed.’ And as she spoke 
she turned round with a smile to Felix, making him feel that both 
she and her father were treating him as though he were one of the 
family. 

4 Ten minutes will be quite enough for me,’ said he. 

4 If the governor only would sit down,’ said Augustus, 4 it would 
be all right. But that’s just what he won’t do. Mad, do send 
somebody to help me to unpack.’ And then they all bustled away, 
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bo that the pair of judges might not be kept waiting for their 
food. 

Felix Graham hurried up stairs, three steps at a time, as though 
all his future success at Noningsby depended on his being down in 
*he drawing-room within the period of minutes stipulated by the 
judge. As he dressed himself with the utmost rapidity, thinking 
perhaps not so much as he should have done of his appearance in 
the eyes of his lady-love, he endeavoured to come to some resolve 
as to the task which was before him. How was he to find an 
opportunity of speaking his mind to Madeline, if, during the short 
period of his sojourn atNoningsby, he left the house every morning 
directly after breakfast, and returned to it in the evening only just 
in time for dinner? 

When he entered the drawing-room both the judges were there, 
as was also Lady Staveley and Madeline. Augustus alone was 
wanting. ‘ Eing the bell, Graham,’ the judge said, as Felix took 
his place on the corner of the rug. 4 Augustus will be down about 
supper-time.’ And then the bell was rung and the dinner ordered. 

‘ Papa ought to remember,’ said Madeline, ‘ that he got his car¬ 
nage first at Alston.’ 

‘ I heard the wheels of the gig,’ said the judge. ‘ They were just 
two minutes after us.’ 

‘ I don’t think Augustus takes longer than other young men,’ said 
Lady Staveley. 

‘ Look at Graham there. He can’t be supposed to have the use 
of all his limbs, for he broke half a dozen of them a month ago; and 
yet he’s ready. Brother Maltby, give your arm to Lady Staveley. 
Graham, if you’ll take Madeline, I’ll follow alone.’ He did not call 
her Miss Staveley, as Felix specially remarked, and so remarking, 
pressed the little hand somewhat closer to his side. It was the first 
sign of love he had ever given her, and he feared that some mark of 
anger might follow it. There was no return to his pressure;—not 
the slightest answer was made with those sweet finger points; but 
there was no anger. ‘ Is your arm quite strong again ?’ she asked 
him as they sat down, as soon as the judge’s short grace had been 
uttered. 

‘ Fifteen minutes to the second,’ said Augustus, bustling into the 
room, ‘ and I think that an unfair advantage has been taken of me. 
But what can a juvenile barrister expect in the presence of two 
judges ?’ And then the dinner went on, and a very pleasant little 
dinner-party it was. 

Not a word was said, either then or during the evening, or on 
the following morning, on that subject which was engrossing so 
much of the mind of all of them. Not a word was spoken as to that 
trial which was now pending, nor was the name of Lady Mason 
mentioned. It was understood even by Madeline that no allusion 
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could with propriety be made to it in the presence of the judge 
before whom the cause was now pending, and the ground was con¬ 
sidered too sacred for feet to tread upon it. Were it not that this 
feeling is so general an English judge and English counsellors 
would almost be forced to subject themselves in such cases to the 
close custody which jurymen are called upon to endure. But, as 
a rule, good taste and good feeling are as potent as locks and 
walls. 

* Do you know, Mr. Graham,’ said Madeline, in that sort of whisper 
which a dinner-table allows, * that Mrs. Baker says you have cut 
her since you got well.’ 

‘ I! I cut one of my very best friends ! How can she say any¬ 
thing so untrue ? If I knew where she lived I’d go and pay her a 
visit after dinner.’ 

‘ I don’t think you need do that,—though she has a very snug 
little room of her own. You were in it on Christmas-day when we 
had the snapdragon,—when you and Marion carried away the 
dishes.’ 

‘ I remember. And she is base enough to say that I have cut 
her? I did see her for a moment yesterday, and then I spoke to 
her.’ 

‘ Ah, but you should have had a long chat with her. She expects 
you to go back over all the old ground, how you were brought in 
helpless, how the doctor came to you, and how you took all the 
messes she prepared for you like a good boy. I’m afraid, Mr. 
Graham, you don’t understand old women.’ 

‘ Nor young ones either,’ it was on his tongue to say, but he did 
not say it. 

‘ When I was a young man,’ said the baron, carrying on some 
conversation which had been general at the table, ‘ I never had an 
opportunity of breaking my ribs out hunting.’ 

4 Perhaps if you had,’ said Augustus, ‘ you might have used it 
with more effect than my friend here, and have deprived the age of 
one of its brightest lights, and the bench of one of its most splendid 
ornaments.’ 

‘ Hear, hear, hear !’ said his father. 

‘ Augustus is coming out in a new character,’ said his mother. 

‘ I am heartily obliged to him,’ said the baron. ‘ But, as I was 
saying before, these sort of things never came in my way. If I 
remember right, my father would have thought I was mad had I 
talked of going out hunting. Did you bunt, Staveley ?’ 

When the ladies were gone the four lawyers talked about law, 
though they kept quite clear of that special trial which was going 
on at Alston. Judge Staveley, as we know, had been at the 
Birmingham congress; but not so his brother the baron. Baron 
Maltby, indeed, thought but little of the Birmingham doings, and 
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was inclined to be a little hard upon his brother in that he had 
taken a part in it. 

‘ I think that the matter is one open to discussion,’ said the host. 

‘ Well, I hope so,’ said Graham. ‘ At any rate I have heard no 
arguments which ought to make us feel that our mouths are closed.’ 

‘ Arguments on such a matter are worth nothing at all,’ said the 
baron. ‘ A man with what is called a logical turn of mind may prove 
anything or disprove anything; but be never convinces anybody. 
On any matter that is near to a man’s heart, he is convinced by the 
tenour of his own thoughts as he goes on living, not by the arguments 
of a logician, or even by the eloquence of an orator. Talkers are 
apt to think that if their listener cannot answer them they are bound 
to give way; but non-talkers generally take a very different view 
of the subject.’ 

‘ But does that go to show that a question should not be ventilated ?’ 
asked Felix. 

‘ I don’t mean to be uncivil,’ said the baron, * but of all words in 
the language there is none which I dislike so much as that word 
ventilation. A man given to ventilating subjects is worse than a 
man who has a mission.* 

‘ Bores of that soil;, however,’ said Graham, 4 will show themselves 
from time to time and are not easily put down. Some one will have 
a mission to reform our courts of law, and will do it too.* 

‘ I only hope it may not be in my time,* said the baron. 

‘ I can’t go quite so far as that,’ said the other judge. 4 But no 
doubt we all have the same feeling more or less. I know pretty 
well what my friend Graham is driving at.’ 

‘ And in your heart you agree with me,’ said Graham. 

‘ If you would carry men’s heads with you they would do you 
more good than their hearts,’ said the judge. And then as the wine 
bottles were stationary, the subject was cut short and they went 
into the drawing-room. 

Graham had no opportunity that evening of telling his tale to 
Madeline Staveley. The party was too large for such tale-telling or 
else not large enough. And then the evening in the drawing-room 
was over before it had seemed to begin; and while he was yet 
hoping that there might be some turn in his favour, Lady Staveley 
wished him good-night, and Madeline of course did the same. As 
he again pressed her hand he could not but think how little he had 
said to her since he had been in the house, and yet it seemed to him 
as though that little had made him more intimate with her than ho 
had ever found himself before. He had made an attempt to separate 
himself from the company by proposing to go and call on Mrs. Baker 
in her own quarters; but Madeline had declared it to be too late for 
such an expedition, explaining that when Mrs. Baker had no patient 
on hand she was accustomed to go early to her bed. In the present 
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instance, however, she had been wrong, for when Felix reached the 
door of his own room, Mrs. Baker was coming out of it. 

‘ I was just looking if eveiything was right,’ said she. ‘ It seems 
natural to me to come and look after you, you know.’ 

‘ And it is quite as natural to me to he looked after.’ 

‘ Is it though ? But the worst of you gentlemen when you get 
well is that one has done with you. You go away, and then there’s 
no more about it. I always begrudge to see you get well for that 
reason.’ 

‘ When you have a man in your power you like to keep him there.’ 

4 That’s always the way with the women you know. I hope we 
shall see one of them tying you by the leg altogether before long.* 

‘ I don’t know anything about that,’ said Felix, sheepishly. 

‘ Don’t you ? Well, if you don’t I suppose nobody don’t. But 
nevertheless I did hear a little bird say-eh ! Mr. Graham.’ 

‘ Those little birds are the biggest liars in the world.’ 

‘ Are they now ? Well perhaps they are. And how do you think 
our Miss Madeline is looking ? She wasn’t just well for one short 
time after you went away.’ 

‘ Has she been ill ?’ 

‘ Well, not ill; not so that she came into my hands. She’s looking 
herself again now, isn’t she ?’ 

‘ She is looking, as she always does, uncommonly well.’ 

‘ Do you remember how she used to come and say a word to you 
standing at the door ? Dear heart! I’ll be bound now I care 
more for her than you do.’ 

‘ Do you ?’ said Graham. 

‘ Of course I do. And then how angry her ladyship was with me, 
—as though it were my fault. I didn’t do it. Did I, Mr. Graham ? 
But, Lord love you, what’s the use of being angry ? My lady ought 
to have remembered her own young days, for it was just the same 
thing with her. She had her own way, and so will Miss Madeline.’ 
And then with some further inquiries as to his fire, his towels, and 
his sheets, Mrs. Baker took herself off. 

Felix Graham had felt a repugnance to taking the gossiping old 
woman openly into his confidence, and yet he had almost asked her 
whether he might in truth count upon Madeline’s love. Such at 
any rate had been the tenour of his gossiping; but nevertheless he 
was by no means certified. He had the judge’s assurance in allow¬ 
ing him to be there ; he had the assurance given to him by Augustus 
in the few words spoken to him at the door that evening; and he 
ought to have known that he had received sufficient assurance from 
Madeline herself. But in truth he knew nothing of the kind. 
There are men who are much too forward in believing that they are 
regarded with favour; but there are others of whom it may be said 
that they are as much too backward. The world hears most of the 
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former, and talks of tliem tie most, but I doubt whether the latter 
are not the more numerous. 

The next morning of course there was a hurry and fuss at break¬ 
fast in order that they might get off in time for the courts. The 
judges were to take their seats at ten, and therefore it was necessary 
that they should sit down to breakfast some time before nine. The 
achievement does not seem to be one of great difficulty, but never¬ 
theless it left no time for lovemaking. 

But for one instant Felix was able to catch Madeline alone in 
the breakfast-parlour. 4 Miss Staveley,’ said he, 4 will it be pos¬ 
sible that I should speak to you alone this evening;—for fivo 
minutes V 

4 Speak to me alone?’ she said, repeating liisw T ords; and as she 
did so she was conscious that her whole face had become suffused 
with colour. 

‘ Is it too much to ask ?’ 

4 Oh, no!’ 

4 Then if I leave the dining-room soon after you have done 
-so-’ 

4 Mamma will be there, you know,’ she said. Then others came 
into the room and he was able to make no further stipulation for 
the evening. 

Madeline, when she was left alone that morning, was by no means 
satisfied with her own behaviour, and accused herself of having been 
unnecessarily cold to him. She knew the permission which had 
been accorded to him, and she knew also—knew well—what answer 
would be given to his request. In her mind the matter was now 
fixed. She had confessed to herself that she loved him, and she 
could not now doubt of his love to her. Why then should she have 
answered him with coldness and doubt ? She hated the missishness 
of young ladies, and had resolved that when he asked her a plain 
question she would give him a plain answer. It was true that the 
question had not been asked as yet; but why should she have left 
him in doubt as to her kindly feeling ? 

4 It shall be but for this one day,’ she said to herself as she sat 
alone in her room. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

HOW AM I TO BEAR IT? 

When the first day’s work was over in the court, Lady Mason and 
Mrs. Orme kept their seats till the greater part of the crowd had 
dispersed, and the tw r o young men, Lucius Mason and Peregrine, 
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remained with them. Mr. Aram also remained, giving them sundry 
little instructions in a low voice as to the manner in which they 
should go home and return the next morning,—telling them the 
hour at which they must start, and promising that he would meet 
them at the door of the court. To all this Mrs. Orme endeavoured 
to give her best attention, as though it were of the last importance; 
but Lady Mason was apparently much the more collected of the 
two, and seemed to take all Mr. Aram’s courtesies as though they 
were a matter of course. There she sat, still with her veil up, and 
though all those who had been assembled there during the day 
turned their eyes upon her as they passed out, she bore it all with¬ 
out quailing. It was not that she returned their gaze, or affected 
an effrontery in her conduct; but she was able to endure it without 
showing that she suffered as she did so. 

4 The carriage is there now,’ said Mr. Aram, who had left the 
court for a minute; ‘and I think you may get into it quietly.’ 
This accordingly they did, making their way through an avenue of 
idlers who still remained that they might look upon the lady who 
was accused of having forged her husband’s will. 

‘ I will stay with her to-night,’ whispered Mrs. Orme to her son 
as they passed through the court. 

4 Do you mean that you will not come to the Cleeve at all ?’ 

4 Not to-night; not till the trial be over. Do you remain with 
your grandfather.* • 

‘ I shall be here to-morrow of course to see how you go on.’ 

« But do not leave your grandfather this evening. Give him my 
love, and say that I think it best that I should remain at Orley 
Farm till the trial be over. And, Peregrine, if I were you I would 
not talk to him much about the trial.’ 

4 But why not ?* 

‘ I will tell you when it is over. But it would only harass him 
at the present moment.’ And then Peregrine handed his mother 
into the carriage and took his own way back to the Cleeve. 

As he returned he was bewildered in his mind by what he had 
heard, and he also began to feel something like a doubt as to Lady 
Mason’s innocence. Hitherto his belief in it had been as fixed and 
assured as that of her own son. Indeed it had never occurred to 
him as possible that she could have done the thing with which she 
was charged. He had hated Joseph Mason for suspecting her, and 
had hated Dockwrath for his presumed falsehood in pretending to 
suspect her. But what was he to think of this question now, 
after hearing the clear and dispassionate statement of all the 
circumstances by the solicitor-general ? Hitherto he had understood 
none of the particulars of the case; but now the nature of the accusa¬ 
tion had been made plain, and it was evident to him that at any 
rate that far-sighted lawyer believed in the truth of his own state- 
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ment. Could it be possible that Lady Mason had forged the will,—• 
^ that this deed had been done by his mother’s friend, by the woman 
who had so nearly become Lady Orme of the Cleeve ? The idea 
*vas terrible to him as he rode home, but yet he could not rid himself 
df it. And if this were so, was it also possible that his grandfather 
suspected it? Had that marriage been stopped by any such 
suspicion as this ? Was it this that had broken the old man down 
and robbed him of alRhis spirit ? That his mother could not have 
any such suspicion seemed to him to be made clear by the fact that 
she still treated Lady Mason as her friend. And then why had he 
been specially enjoined not to speak to his grandfather as to the 
details of the trial ? 

But it was impossible for him to meet Sir Peregrine without 
speaking of the trial. When he entered the house, which he did by 
some back entrance from the stables, he found his grandfather 
standing at his own room door. He had heard the sounds of the 
horse, and was unable to restrain his anxiety to learn. 

‘ Well,’ said Sir Peregrine, ‘ what has happened ?’ 

‘ It is not over as yet. It will last, they say, for three days.’ 

‘ But come in, Peregrine and he shut the door, anxious rather 
that the servants should not witness his own anxiety than that they 
should not hear tidings which must now bo common to all the 
world. ‘ They have begun it ?’ 

« Oh, yes! they have begun it.’ 

* Well, how far has it gone ?’ 

‘ Sir Richard Leatherham told us the accusation they make 
against her, and then they examined Dockwrath and one or two- 
others. They have not got further than that.’ 

‘ And the—Lady Mason—how does she bear it V 

‘ Very well I should say. She does not seem to be nearly as 
nervous now, as she was while staying with us.’ 

« Ah ! indeed. She is a wonderful woman,—a very wonderful 
woman. So she bears up ? And your mother, Peregrine ?’ 

‘ I don’t think she, likes it.’ 

« Likes it! Who could like such a task as that V 
But she will go through with it.’ 

‘ I am sure she will. She will go through with anything that she 
undertakes. And—and—the judge said nothing—I suppose ?’ 

‘ Very little, sir.’ 

And Sir Peregrine again sat down in his arm-chair as though the 
work of conversation were too much for him. But neither did he 
dare to speak openly on the subject; and yet there was so much 
that he was anxious to know. Do you think she will escape? 
That was the question which he longed to ask but did not dare to 
utter. 

And then, after a while, they dined together. And Peregrine 
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determined to talk of other things; but it was in vain. While the 
servants were in the room nothing was said. The meat was carved 
and the plates were handed round, and young Orme ate his dinner; 
but there was a constraint upon them both which they were quite 
unable to dispel, and at last they gave it up and sat in silence till 
they were alone. 

When the door was closed, and they were opposite to each other 
over the fire, in the way which was their custom when they two 
only were there, Sir Peregrine could restrain his desire no longer. 
It must be that his grandson, who had heard all that had passed 
in court that day, should have formed some opinion of what was 
going on,—should have some idea as to the chance of that battle 
which was being fought. He, Sir Peregrine, could not have gone 
into the court himself. It would have been impossible for him to 
show himself there. But there had been his heart all the day. 
How had it gone with that woman whom a few weeks ago he had 
loved so well that he had regarded her as his wife ? 

‘ Was your mother very tired ?’ he said, again endeavouring to 
draw near the subject. 

* She did look fagged while sitting in court.’ 

‘ It was a dreadful task for her,—very dreadful.’ 

« Nothing could have turned her from it,’ said Peregrine. 

‘ No,—you are right there. Nothing would have turned her from 
it. She thought it to be her duty to that poor lady. But she— 
Lady Mason—she bore it better, you say ?* 

‘ I think she bears it very well,—considering what her position is.’ 

‘ Yes, yes. It is very dreadful. The solicitor-general when he 
opened,—was he very severe upon her ?’ 

« I do not think he wished to be severe.’ 

‘ But he made it very strong against her.’ 

‘ The story, as he told it, was veiy strong against her;—that is, 
you know, it would be if we were to believe all that he stated.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, of course. He only stated what he has been told by 
others. You could not see how the jury took it ?’ 

‘ I did not look at them. I was thinking more of her and of 
Lucius.’ 

‘ Lucius was there ?’ 

‘ Yes; he sat next to her. And Sir Richard said, while he was 
telling the story, that he wished her son were not there to hear it. 
Upon my word, sir, I almost wished so too.’ 

‘ Poor fellow,—poor fellow! It would have been better for him 
to stay away.’ 

‘ And yet had it been my mother-’ 

‘ Your mother, Perry ! It could not have been your mother. She 
could not have been so placed.’ 

‘ If it be Lady Mason’s misfortune, and not her fault-’ 
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‘ Ah, well; we will not talk about that. And there will be two 
days more you say ?’ 

4 So said Aram, the attorney.’ 

4 God help her;—may God help her ! It would be very dreadful 
for a man, but for a woman the burden is insupportable.’ 

Then they both sat silent for a while, during which Peregrine 
was engrossed in thinking how he could turn his grandfather from 
the conversation. 

4 And you heard no one express any opinion ?’ asked Sir Pere¬ 
grine, after a pause. 

4 You mean about Lady Mason ?’ And Peregrine began to per¬ 
ceive that his mother was right, and that it would have been well 
if possible to avoid any words about the trial. 

‘ Do they think that she will,—will be acquitted ? Of course the 
people there were talking about it ?’ 

4 Yes, sir, they were talking about it. But I really don’t know 
as to any opinion. You see, the chief witnesses have not been 
examined.’ 

4 And you, Perry, what do you think ?’ 

4 I, sir! Well, I was altogether on her side till I heard Sir 
Kichard Leatherham.’ 

‘ And then-?* 

‘ Then I did not know what to think. I suppose it’s all right; 
but one never can understand what those lawyers are at. When 
Mr. Chaffanbrass got up to examine Dockwrath, he seemed to 
be just as confident on his side as the other fellow had been on 
the other side. I don’t think I’ll have any more wine, sir, thank 
you.’ 

But Sir Peregrine did not move. He sat in his old accustomed 
way, nursing one leg over the knee of the other, and thinking of the 
manner in which she had fallen at his feet, and confessed it all. 
Had he married her, and gone with her proudly into the court,—as 
he would have done,—and had he then heard a verdict of guilty 
given by the jury;—nay, had he heard such proof of her guilt as 
would have convinced himself, it would have killed him. He felt, 
as he sat there, safe over his own fireside, that his safety was due to 
her generosity. Had that other calamity fallen upon him, he could 
not have survived it. His head would have fallen low before the 
eyes of those who had known him since they had known anything, 
and would never have been raised again. In his own spirit, in his 
inner life, the blow had come to him ; but it was due to her effort on 
his behalf that he had not been stricken in public. W hen he had 
discussed the matter with Mrs. Orme, he had seemed in a measure 
to forget this. It had not at any rate been the thought which rested 
with the greatest weight upon his mind. Then he had considered 
how she, whose life had been stainless as driven snow, should bear 
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herself in the presence of such deep guilt. But now,—now as he 
sat alone, he thought only of Lady Mason. Let her be ever so 
guilty,—and her guilt had been very terrible,—she had behaved 
' very nobly to him. From him at least she had a right to sympathy. 

And what chance was there that she should escape? Of ab¬ 
solute escape there was no chance whatever. Even should the jury 
acquit her, she must declare her guilt to the world, must declare 
it to her son, by taking steps for the restoration of the property. 
As to that Sir Peregrine felt no doubt whatever. That Joseph 
Mason of Groby would recover his right to Orley Farm was to 
him a certainty. But how terrible would be the path over which 
she must walk before this deed of retribution could be done! ‘ Ah, 

me ! ah, me !’ he said, as he thought of all this,—speaking to him¬ 
self, as though he were unconscious of his grandson’s presence. 

* Poor woman! poor woman ! ’ Then Peregrine felt sure that she had 
been guilty, and was sure also that his grandfather was aware of it. 

‘ Will you come into the other room, sir ?’ he said. 

‘ Yes, yes; if you like it.’ And then the one leg fell from the 
other, and he rose to do his grandson’s bidding. To him now and 
henceforward one room was much the same as another. 

In the mean time the party bound for Orley Farm had reached 
that place, and to them also came the necessity of wearing through 
that tedious evening. On the mind of Lucius Mason not even yet 
had a shadow of suspicion fallen. To him, in spite of it all, his 
mother was still pure. But yet he was stern to her, and his mannei 
was very harsh. It may be that had such suspicion crossed his 
mind he would have been less stem, and his manner more tender. 
As it was he could understand nothing that was going on, and 
almost felt that he was kept in the dark at his mother’s instance. 
Why was it that a man respected by all the world, such as Sir 
Richard Leatherham, should rise in court and tell such a tale as that 
against his mother; and that the power of answering that tale on 
his mother’s behalf should be left to such another man as Mr. Chaff- 
anbrass ? Sir Richard had told his story plainly, but with terrible 
force; whereas Chaffanbrass had contented himself with brow¬ 
beating another lawyer with the lowest quirks of his cunning. 
Why had not some one been in court able to use the language 
of passionate truth and ready to thrust the lie down the throats oi 
those who told it ? 

Tea and supper had been prepared for them, and they sat dowr 
together; but the nature of the meal may be imagined. Ladj 
Mason had striven with terrible effort to support herself during 
the day, and even yet she did not give way. It was quite as neces¬ 
sary that she should restrain herself before her son as before ab 
those others who had gazed at her in court. And she did sus¬ 
tain herself. She took a knife and fork in her hand and ate a fe'w 
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morsels. She drank her cup of tea, and remembering that there 
in that house she was still hostess, she made some slight effort to 
welcome her guest. ‘ Suraly after such a day of trouble you will 
eat something/ she said to her friend. To Mrs. Orme it was mar¬ 
vellous that the woman should even be alive,—let alone that she 
should speak and perform the ordinary functions of her daily life. 

‘ And now/ she said—Lady Mason said—as soon as that ceremony 
was over, ‘ now as we are so tired I think we will go up stairs. 
Will you light our candles for us, Lucius ?’ And so the candles 
were lit, and the two ladies went up stairs. 

A second bed had been prepared in Lady Mason’s room, and into 
this chamber they both went at once. Mrs. Orme, as soon as she 
had entered, turned round and held out both her hands in order 
that she might comfort Lady Mason by taking hers; but Lady 
Mason, when she had closed the door, stood for a moment with her 
face towards the wall, not knowing how to bear herself. It was but 
for a moment, and then slowly moving round, with her two hands 
clasped together, she sank on her knees at Mrs. Orme’s feet, and hid 
her face in the skirt of Mrs. Orme’s dress. 

4 My friend—my friend!’ said Lady Mason. 

‘ Yes, I am your friend—indeed I am. But, dear Lady Mason—’ 
And she endeavoured to think of words by which she might implore 
her to rise and compose herself. 

‘ How is it you can bear with such a one as I am ? How is it 
that you do not hate me for my guilt ?’ 

4 He does not hate us when we are guilty.’ 

4 1 do not know. Sometimes I think that all will hate me,—here 
and hereafter—except you. Lucius will hate me, and how shall I 
bear that ? Oh, Mrs. Orme, I wish he knew it!’ 

4 I wish he did. He shall know it now,—to-night, if you will 
allow me to tell him.’ 

4 No. It would kill me to bear his looks. I wish he knew it, 
and was away, so that he might never look at me again.’ 

4 He too would forgive you if he knew it all.’ 

4 Forgive! How can he forgive ?’ And as she spoke she rose 
again to her feet, and her old manner came upon her. 4 Do you 
think what it is that I have done for him ? I,—his mother,—for my 
only child ? And after that, is it possible that he should forgive 
me ?’ 

4 You meant him no harm.’ 

4 But I have ruined him before all the world. He is as proud as 
your boy; and could he bear to think that his whole life would be 
disgraced by his mother’s crime ?’ 

4 Had I been so unfortunate he would have forgiven me.’ 

4 We are speaking of what is impossible. It could not have been 
60. Your youth was different from mine.’ 
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‘ God has been very good to me, and not placed temptation in my 
way ,—temptation, I mean, to great faults. But little faults require 
repentance as much as great ones.’ 

‘ But then repentance is easy; at any rate it is possible.’ 

‘ Oh, Lady Mason, is it not possible for you?’ 

‘ But I will not talk of that now. I will not hear you compare 
yourself with such a one as I am. Do you know I was thinking 
to-day that my mind would fail me, and that I should be mad before 
this is over ? How can I bear it ? how can I bear it ?’ And rising 
from her seat, she walked rapidly through the room, holding back 
her hair from her brows with both her hands. 

And how was she to bear it ? The load on her back was too 
much for any shoulders. The burden with which she had laden 
herself was too heavy to be borne. Her power of endurance was 
very great. Her strength in supporting the extreme bitterness of 
intense sorrow was wonderful. But now she was taxed beyond her 
power. ‘ How am I to bear it ?’ she said again, as still holding 
her hair between her fingers, she drew her hands back over her head. 

‘ You do not know. You have not tried it. It is impossible,’ she 
said in her wildness, as Mrs. Orme endeavoured to teach her the 
only source from whence consolation might be had. ‘ I do not 
believe in the thief on the cross, unless it was that he had prepared 
himself for that day by years of contrition. I know I shock 
you,’ she added, after a while. ‘ I know that what I say will be 
dreadful to you. But innocence will always be shocked by guilt. 
Go, go and leave me. It has gone so far now that all is of no use.’ 
Then she threw herself on the bed, and burst into a convulsive 
passion of tears. 

Once again Mrs. Orme endeavoured to obtain permission from her 
to undertake that embassy to her son. Had Lady Mason acceded, 
or been near acceding, Mrs. Orme’s courage would probably have 
been greatly checked. As it was she pressed it as though the task 
were one to be performed without difficulty. Mrs. Orme was very 
anxious that Lucius should not sit in the court throughout the trial. 
She felt that if he did so the shock,—the shock which was inevitable, 
—must fall upon him there ; and than that she could conceive nothing 
more terrible. And then also she believed that if the secret 'were 
once made known to Lucius, and if he were for a time removed 
from his mother’s side, the poor woman might be brought to a 
calmer perception of her true position. The strain would be 
lessened, and she would no longer feel the necessity of exerting so 
terrible a control over her feelings. 

‘ You have acknowledged that he must know it sooner or later,’ 
pleaded Mrs. Orme. 

4 But this is not the time,—not now, during the trial. Had he 
known it before-’ 
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‘ It would keep him away from the court.’ 

‘ Yes, and I should never see him again ! What will he do when 
he hears it? Perhaps it would be better that he should go without 
seeing me,’ 

‘ He would not do that.’ 

‘ It would be better. If they take me to the prison, I will never 
see him again. His eyes would kill me. Do you ever watch him 
and see the pride that there is in his eye? He has never yet 
known what disgrace means; and now’ I, his mother, have brought 
him to this!’ 

It was all in vain as far as that night was concerned. Lady 
Mason would give no such permission. But Mrs. Orme did exact 
from her a kind of promise that Lucius should be told on the next 
evening, if it then appeared, from what Mr. Aram should say, that 
the result of the trial was likely to be against them. 

Lucius Mason spent his evening alone; and though he had as yet 
heard none of the truth, his mind was not at ease, nor was he 
happy at heart. Though he had no idea of his mother’s guilt, 
he did conceive that after this trial it w r ould be impossible that 
they should remain at Orley Farm. His mother’s intended mar¬ 
riage with Sir Peregrine, and then the manner in which that 
engagement had been broken off; the course of the trial, and its 
celebrity; the enmity of Dock wrath; and lastly, his own inability 
to place himself on terms of friendship with those people who were 
still his mother’s nearest friends, made him feel that in any event 
t would be well for them to change their residence. What could 
ife do for him there at Orley Farm, after all that had passed ? He 
lad gone to Liverpool and bought guano, and now the sacks were 
[ying in his bam unopened. Be had begun to drain, and the ugly 
unfinished lines of earth were lying across his fields. He had no 
Further interest in it, and felt that he could no longer go to work 
Dn that ground as though he were in truth its master. 

But then, as he thought of his future hopes, his place of resi¬ 
lence and coming life, there was one other beyond himself and his 
nother to whom his mind reverted. What would Sophia wish that 
re should do ?—his own Sophia,—she who had promised him that 
ler heart should be with his through all the troubles of this trial ?* 
before he went to bed that night he wrote to Sophia, and told her 
vhat were his troubles and what his hopes. 4 This will be over in 
wo days more,’ he said, ‘ and then I will come to you. You will 
ee me, I trust, the day after this letter reaches you; but neverthe- 
ess I cannot debar myself from the satisfaction of writing. I am 
tot happy, for I am dissatisfied with what they are doing for my 
aother; and it is only when I think of you, and the assurance of 
'our love, that I can feel anything like content. It is not a pleasant 
king to sit by and hear one’s mother charged with the foulest 
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frauds that practised villains can conceive! Yet I have had to 
bear it, and have heard no denial of the charge in true honest lan¬ 
guage. To-day, when the solicitor-general was heaping falsehoods 
on her name, I could hardly refrain myself from rushing at his 
throat. Let me have a line of comfort from you, and then I will he 
with you on Friday.’ 

That line of comfort never came, nor did Lucius on the Friday 
make his intended visit. Miss Fumival had determined, some day 
or two before this, that she would not write to Lucius again till 
this trial was over; and even then it might be a question whether 
a correspondence with the heir of Noningsby would not be more to 
her taste. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

SHOWING HOW JOHN KENNEBY AND BRIDGET BOLSTER BORE THEMSELVES 

IN COURT. 

On the next morning they were all in their places at ten o’clock, 
and the crowd had been gathered outside the doors of the court 
from a much earlier hour. As the trial progressed the interest in 
it increased, and as people began to believe that Lady Mason had 
in truth forged a will, so did they the more regard her in the light 
of a heroine. Had she murdered her husband after forging his 
will, men would have paid half a crown apiece to have touched her 
garments, or a guinea for the privilege of shaking hands with her. 
Lady Mason had again taken her seat with her veil raised, with 
Mrs. Orme on one side of her and her son on the other. The 
counsel were again ranged on the seats behind, Mr. Fumival 
sitting the nearest to the judge, and Mr. Aram again occupied the 
intermediate bench, so placing himself that he could communicate 
either with his client or with the barristers. These were now their 
established places, and great as was the crowd, they found no dif¬ 
ficulty in reaching them. An easy way is always made for the chief 
performers in a play. 

This was to be the great day as regarded the evidence. ‘ It is a 
ease that depends altogether on evidence,’ one young lawyer said 
to another. 4 If the counsel know how to handle the witnesses, I 
should say she is safe.’ The importance of this handling was felt 
by every one, and therefore it was understood that the real game 
would be played out on this middle day. It had been all very well 
for Chaffanbrass to bully Dockwrath and make the wretched attorney 
miserable for an hour or so, but that would have but little bearing 
on the verdict. There were two persons there who were prepared 
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to swear that on a certain day they had only signed one deed. 
So much the solicitor-general had told them, and nobody doubted 
that it would he so. The question now was this, would Mr. 
Fumival and Mr. Chaffanbrass succeed in making them contradict 
themselves when they had so sworn ? Could they be made to say 
that they had signed two deeds, or that they might have done so ? 

It was again the duty of Mr. Fumival to come first upon the 
stage,—that is to say, he was to do so as soon as Sir Eichard had 
performed his very second-rate part of eliciting the evidence in 
chief. Poor John Kenneby was to be the first victim, and he was 
placed in the box before them all very soon after the judge had 
taken his seat. Why had he not emigrated to Australia, and escaped 
all this,—escaped all this, and Mrs. Smiley also ? That was J ohn 
Kenneby’s reflection as he slowly mounted the two steps up into 
the place of his torture. Near to the same spot, and near also to 
Dockwrath who had taken these two witnesses under his special 
charge, sat Bridget Bolster. She had made herself very comfortable 
that morning with buttered toast and sausages; and when at Dock- 
wrath’s instance Kenneby had submitted to a slight infusion of 
Dutch courage,—a bottle of brandy would not have sufficed for the 
purpose,—Bridget also had not refused the generous glass. ‘ Not 
that I wants it,’ said she, meaning thereby to express an opinion 
that she could hold her own, even against the great Chaffanbrass, 
without any such extraneous aid. She now sat quite quiet, with 
her hands crossed on her knees before her, and her eyes immovably 
fixed on the table which stood in the centre of the court. In that 
position she remained till her turn came; and one may say that 
there was no need for fear on account of Bridget Bolster. 

And then Sir Eichard began. What would be the nature of 
Kenneby’s direct evidence the reader pretty well knows. Sir 
Eichard took a long time in extracting it, for he was aware that it 
would be necessary to give his witness some confidence before he 
came to his main questions. Even to do this was difficult, for 
Kennedy would speak in a voice so low that nobody could hear 
him; and on the second occasion of the judge enjoining him to 
speak out, he nearly fainted. It is odd that it never occurs to 
judges that a witness who is naturally timid will be made more so 
by being scolded. When I hear a judge thus use his authority, I 
always wish that I had the power of forcing him to some very un¬ 
congenial employment,—jumping in a sack, let us say; and then 
when he jumped poorly, as he certainly would, I would crack my 
whip and bid him go higher and higher. The more I so bade him, 
the more he would limp ; and the world looking on, would pity him 
and execrate me. It is much the same thing when a witness is 
sternly told to speak louder. 

But John Kenneby at last told his plain story. He remembered 

YOL. II. R 
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the day on which he had met old Usbech and Bridget Bolster and 
Lady Mason in Sir Joseph’s chamber. He had then witnessed a 
signature by Sir Joseph, and had only witnessed one on that day;— 
of that he was perfectly certain. He did not think that old Usbech 
had signed the deed in question, but on that matter he declined to 
swear positively. He remembered the former trial. He had not 
then been able to swear positively whether Usbech had or had not 
signed the deed. As far as he could remember, that was the point 
to which his cross-examination on that occasion had chiefly been 
directed. So much John Kenneby did at last say in language that 
was sufficiently plain. 

And then Mr. Furnival arose. The reader is acquainted with the 
state of his mind on the subject of this trial. The enthusiasm on 
behalf of Lady Mason, which had been aroused by his belief in her 
innocence, by his old friendship, by his ancient adherence to her 
cause, and by his admiration for her beauty, had now greatly faded. 
It had faded much when he found himself obliged to call in such 
fellow-labourers as Chaffanbrass and Aram, and had all but perished 
when he learned from contact with them to regard her guilt as 
certain. But, nevertheless, now that he was there, the old fire 
returned to him. He had wished twenty times that he had been 
able to shake the matter from him and leave his old client in the 
hands of her new advisers. It would be better for her, he had said 
to himself. But on this day—on these three days—seeing that he 
had not shaken the matter off, he rose to his work as though he 
still loved her, as though all his mind was still intent on pre¬ 
serving that ill-gotten inheritance for her son. It may almost be 
doubted whether at moments during these three days he did not 
again persuade himself that she was an injured woman. Aram, as 
may be remembered, had felt misgivings as to Mr. Furnival’s 
powers for such cross-examination; but Chaffanbrass had never 
doubted it. He knew that Mr. Furnival could do as much as him¬ 
self in that way; the difference being this,—that Mr. Furnival could 
do something else besides. 

4 And now, Mr. Kenneby, I’ll ask you a few questions,’ he said ; 
and Kenneby turned round to him. The barrister spoke in a mild 
low voice, but his eye transfixed the poor fellow at once; and though 
Kenneby was told a dozen times to look at the jury and speak to the 
jury, he never was able to take his gaze away from Mr. Furnival’s face. 

* You remember the old trial,’ he said; and as he spoke he held 
in his hand what was known to be an account of that transaction. 
Then there arose a debate between him and Sir Kichard, in which 
Chaffanbrass, and Graham, and Mr. Steelyard all took part, as to 
whether Kenneby might be examined as to his former examination; 
and on this point Graham pleaded very volubly, bringing up pre¬ 
cedents without number,—striving to do his duty to his client on a 
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point with which his own conscience did not interfere. And at last 
it was ruled by the judge that this examination might go on;— 
whereupon both Sir Richard and Mr. Steelyard sat down as though 
they were perfectly satisfied. Kenneby, on being again asked, said 
that he did remember the old trial. 

‘ It is necessary, you know, that tho jury should hear you, and if 
you look at them and speak to them, they would stand a better 
chance.’ Kenneby for a moment allowed his eye to travel up to 
the jury box, but it instantly fell again, and fixed itself on the 
lawyer’s face. 4 You do remember that trial ?’ 

* Yes, sir, I remember it,’ whispered Kenneby. 

Do you remember my asking you then whether you had been 
in the habit of witnessing Sir Joseph Mason’s signature ?’ 

4 Did you ask me that, sir ?’ 

That is the question which I put to you. Do you remember my 
doing so ?’ 

4 I dare say you did, sir.’ 

4 I did, and I will now read your answer. We shall give to the 
jury a copy of the proceedings of that trial, my lord, when we have 
proved it,—as of course we intend to do.’ 

And then there was another little battle between the barristers. 
But as Lady Mason was now being tried for perjury, alleged to 
have been committed at that other trial, it was of course indis¬ 
pensable that all the proceedings of that trial should be made 
known to the jury. 

4 You said on that occasion,’ continued Fumival, 4 that you were 
sure you had witnessed three signatures of Sir Joseph’s that sum¬ 
mer,—that you had probably witnessed three in July, that you 
were quite sure you had witnessed three in one week in July, that 
you were nearly sure you had witnessed three in one day, that 
you could not tell what day that might have been, and that you 
had been used as a witness so often that you really did not remember 
anything about it. Can you say whether that was the purport of 
the evidence you gave then ?’ 

4 If it’s down there-’ said John Kenneby, and then he stopped 

himself. 

4 It is down here; I have read it.’ 

4 I suppose it’s all right,’ said Kenneby. 

4 I must trouble you to speak out,’ said the judge; 4 1 cannot hear 
you, and it is impossible that the jury should do so.’ The judge’s 
words were not uncivil, but his voice was harsh, and the only per¬ 
ceptible consequence of tho remonstrance was to be seen in the 
thick drops of perspiration standing on John Kenneby’s brow. 

4 That is the evidence which you gave on the. former trial ? May 
the jury presume that you then spoke the truth to the best of your 
knowledge ?’ 

R 2 
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* I tried to speak the truth, sir.’ 

♦ You tried to speak the truth? But do you mean to say that 
you failed ?* 

‘ No, I don’t think I failed.’ 

4 When, therefore, you told the jury that you were nearly sure 
that you had witnessed three signatures of Sir Joseph’s in one day, 
that was truth ?’ 

‘ I don’t think I ever did.’ 

‘ Ever did what?’ 

‘ Witness three papers in one day.’ 

4 You don’t think you ever did ?’ 

‘ I might have done, to he sure.’ 

4 But then, at that trial, about twelve months after the man’s 
death, you were nearly sure you had done so.’ 

‘Was I?’ 

4 So you told the jury.’ 

‘ Then I did, sir.’ 

‘ Then you did what ?’ 

‘ Did witness all those papers.’ 

‘ You think then now that it is probable you witnessed three sig¬ 
natures on the same day ?’ 

‘ No, I don’t think that.’ 

‘ Then what do you think ?’ 

‘ It is so long ago, sir, that I really don’t know.’ 

‘ Exactly. It is so long ago that you cannot depend on your 
memory.’ 

‘ I suppose I can’t, sir.’ 

‘ But you just now told the gentleman who examined you on the 
other side, that you were quite sure you did not witness two deeds 
on the day he named,—the 14th of July. Now, seeing that you 
doubt your own memory, going back over so long a time, do you 
wish to correct that statement? 

6 1 suppose I do.’ 

‘ What correction do you wish to make ?’ 

‘ I don’t think I did.’ 

‘ Don’t think you did what ?’ 

‘ I don’t think I signed two-’ 

‘ I really cannot hear the witness,’ said the judge. 

‘ You must speak out louder,’ said Mr. Furnival, himself speaking 

very loudly. 

‘ I mean to do it as well as I can,’ said Kenneby. 

‘ I believe you do,’ said Furnival; ‘ but in so meaning you must 
be very careful to state nothing as a certainty, of the certainty of 
which you are not sure. Are you certain that on that day you did 
not witness two deeds ?’ 

‘ I think so.’ 
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4 And yet yon were not certain twenty years ago, when the fact 
was so much nearer to you ?’ 

4 I don’t remember.’ 

4 You don’t remember whether you were certain twelve months 
after the occurrence, but you think you are certain now.’ 

4 1 mean, I don’t think I signed tw r o.’ 

4 It is, then, only a matter of thinking ?’ 

4 No;—only a matter of thinking.’ 

4 And you might have signed the two ?’ 

4 1 certainly might have done so.’ 

4 What you mean to tell the jury is this: that you have no remem¬ 
brance of signing twice on that special day, although you know that 
you have acted as witness on behalf of Sir Joseph Mason more than 
twice on the same day ?* 

4 Yes.’ 

4 That is the intended purport of your evidence ?’ 

4 Yes, sir.’ 

And then Mr. Furnival travelled off to that other point of 
Mr. Usbech’s presence and alleged handwriting. On that matter 
Kenneby had not made any positive assertion, though he had ex¬ 
pressed a very strong opinion. Mr. Furnival was not satisfied with 
this, but wished to show that Kenneby had not on that matter even 
a strong opinion. He again reverted to the evidence on the former 
trial, and read various questions with their answers; and the 
answers as given at that time certainly did not, when so taken, 
express a clear opinion on the part of the person who gave them: 
although an impartial person on reading the whole evidence would 
have found that a very clear opinion was expressed. When first 
asked, Kenneby had said that he was nearly sure that Mr. Usbech 
had not signed the document. But his very anxiety to be true had 
brought him into trouble. Mr. Furnival on that occasion had 
taken advantage of the word 4 nearly,’ and had at last succeeded in 
making him say that he was not sure at all. Evidence by means 
of torture,—thumbscrew and such-like,—we have for many years 
past abandoned as barbarous, and have acknowledged that it is of 
its very nature useless in the search after truth. How long will 
it be before we shall recognize that the other kind of torture is 
equally opposed both to truth and civilization ?’ 

4 But Mr. Usbech was certainly in the room on that day ?’ con¬ 
tinued Mr. Furnival. 

4 Yes, he was there.’ 

4 And knew what you were all doing, I suppose ?’ 

4 Yes, I suppose he knew.’ 

4 1 presume it was he who explained to you the nature of the deed 
you were to witness ?* 

4 1 dare say he did.’ 
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<■ As he was the lawyer, that would be natural/ 

‘ I suppose it would/ 

4 And you don’t remember the nature of that special deed, as 
explained to you on the day when Bridget Bolster was in the room?" 

‘ No, I don’t/ 

‘ It might have been a will T 

‘Yes, it might. I did sign one or two wills for Sir Joseph, I 
think/ 

‘ And as to this individual document, Mr. Usbech might have 
signed it in your presence, for anything you know to the contrary ?’ 

‘ He might have done so/ 

‘ Now, on your oath, Kenneby, is your memory strong enough to 
enable you to give the jury any information on this subject upon 
which they may firmly rely in convicting that unfortunate lady of 
the terrible crime laid to her charge.’ Then for a moment Ken¬ 
neby glanced round and fixed his eyes upon Lady Mason’s face. 

‘ Think a moment before you answer; and deal with her as you 
would wish another should deal with you if you were so situated. 
Can you say that you remember that Usbech did not sign it ?’ 

‘ Well, sir, 1 don’t think he did/ 

‘ But he might have done so ?’ 

* Oh, yes ; he might/ 

‘ You do not remember that he did do so ?’ 

‘ Certainly not/ 

* And that is about the extent of what you mean to say V 

* Yes, sir/ 

« Let me understand/ said the judge—and then the perspiration 
became more visible on poor Kenneby’s face;—* do you mean to say 
that you have no memory on the matter whatever ? — that you 
simply do not remember whether Usbech did or did not sign it ? > 

‘ I don’t think he signed it/ 

‘ But why do you think he did not, seeing that his name is there ? 

‘ I didn’t see him/ 

« Do you mean/ continued the judge, ‘ that you didn’t see him, or 
that you don’t remember that you saw him ?* 

‘ I don’t remember that I saw him.’ 

‘ But you may have done so ? He may have signed, and you may 
have seen him do so, only you don’t remember it ?’ 

‘ Yes, my lord/ 

And then Kenneby was allowed to go down. As he did so, 
Joseph Mason, who sat near to him, turned upon him a look black as 
thunder. Mr. Mason gave him no credit for his timidity, but 
believed that he had been bought over by the other side. Dock- 
wrath, however, knew better. ‘ They did not quite beat him about 
his own signature,’ said he ; ‘ but I knew all along that we must 
depend chiefly upon Bolster/ 
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Then Bridget Bolster was put into the box, and she was examined 
by Mr. Steelyard. She had heard Kenneby instructed to look up, 
and she therefore fixed her eyes upon the canopy over the judge’s 
seat. There she fixed them, and there she kept them till her 
examination was over, merely, turning them for a moment on 
to Mr. Chaffanbrass, when that gentleman became particularly 
severe in his treatment of her. What she -said in answer to 
Mr. Steelyard, was very simple. She had never witnessed but one 
signature in her life, 'and that she had done in Sir Joseph’s room. 
The nature of the document had been explained to her. 4 But.,’ as 
she said, ‘ she was young and giddy then, and what went in at one 
year went out at another.’ She didn’t remember Mr. Usbech 
signing, but he might have done so. She thought he did not. As 
to the two signatures purporting to be hers, she could not say 
which was hers and which was not. But this she would swear 
positively, that they were not both hers. To this she adhered 
firmly, and Mr. Steelyard handed her over to Mr. Chaffanbrass. 

Then Mr. Chaffanbrass rose from his seat, and every one knew 
that his work was cut out for him. Mr. Furnival had triumphed. 
It may be said that he had demolished his witness ; but his triumph 
had been very easy. It was now necessary to demolish Bridget 
Bolster, and the opinion was general that if anybody could do it 
Mr. Chaffanbrass was the man. But there was a doggedness about 
Bridget Bolster which induced many to doubt whether even Chaffan¬ 
brass would be successful. Mr. Aram trusted greatly; but the bar 
would have preferred to stake their money on Bridget. 

Chaffanbrass as he rose pushed back his small ugly wig from his 
forehead, thrusting it rather on one side as he did so, and then, with 
his chin thrown forward, and a wicked, ill-meaning smile upon his 
mouth, he looked at Bridget for some moments before he spoke to 
her. She glanced at him, and instantly fixed her eyes back upon 
the canopy. She then folded her hands one on the other upon the 
rail before her, compressed her lips, and waited patiently. 

4 1 think you say you’re—a chambermaid ?’ That was the first 
question which Chaffanbrass asked, and Bridget Bolster gave a little 
start as she heard his sharp, angry, disagreeable voice. 

4 Yes, I am, sir, at Palmer’s Imperial Hotel, Plymouth, Devon¬ 
shire ; and have been for nineteen years, upper and under.’ 

4 Upper and under ! What do upper and under mean ?’ 

4 When I was under, I had another above me ; and now, as I’m 
upper, why there’s others under me.’ So she explained her position 
at the hotel, but she never took her eyes from the canopy. 

4 You hadn’t begun being—chambermaid, when you signed these 
documents ?’ 

4 1 didn’t sign only one of ’em.’ 

4 Well, one of them. You hadn’t begun being chambermaid then ? 
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4 No, I hadn’t; I was housemaid at Orley Farm.* 

‘ Were you upper or under there ?’ 

‘ Well, I believe I was both; that is, the cook was upper in the 
house.’ 

* Oh, the cook was upper. Why wasn’t she called to sign her 
name ?’ 

4 That I can’t say. She was a very decent woman,—that I can say, 
—and her name was Martha Mullens.’ 

So fax Mr. Chaffanbrass had not done much; but that was only 
the preliminary skirmish, as fencers play with their foils before they 
begin. 

‘ And now, Bridget Bolster, if I understand you,’ he said, 4 you 
have sworn that on the 14th of July you only signed one of these 
documents.’ 

4 1 only signed once, sir. I didn’t say nothing about the 14th of 
July, because I don’t remember.’ 

4 But when you signed the one deed, you did not sign any other?’ 

4 Neither then nor never.’ 

4 Do you know the offence for which that lady is being tried— 
Lady Mason ?’ 

4 Well, I aint sure; it’s for doing something about the will.’ 

4 No, woman, it is not.’ And then, as Mr. Chaffanbrass raised 
his voice, and spoke with savage earnestness, Bridget again started, 
and gave a little leap up from the floor. But she soon settled 
herself back in her old position. 4 No one has dared to accuse 
her of that,’ continued Mr. Chaffanbrass, looking over at the lawyers 
on the other side. 4 The charge they have brought forward against 
her is that of perjury—of having given false evidence twenty years 
ago in a court of law. Now look here, Bridget Bolster; look at me, 
I say.’ She did look at him for a moment, and then turned her eyes 
back to the canopy. * As sure as you’re a living woman, you shall 
be placed there and tried for the same offence,—for perjury,—if you 
tell me a falsehood respecting this matter.’ 

4 1 won’t say nothing but what’s right,’ said Bridget. 

4 You had better not. Now look at these two signatures ;’ and he 
handed to her two deeds, or rather made one of the servants of the 
court hold them for him; 4 which of those signatures is the one 
which you did not sign ?’ 

4 1 can’t say, sir.’ 

4 Did you write that further one,—that with your hand on it ?’ 

4 1 can’t say, sir.’ 

4 Look at it, woman, before you answer me.’ 

Bridget looked at it, and then repeated the same words— 

4 1 can’t say, sir.’ 

4 And now look at the other.’ And she again looked down for a 
moment. 4 Did you write that ?’ 
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4 1 can’t say, sir.’ 

4 Will you swear that you wrote either?’ 

4 1 did write one once.’ 

4 Don’t prevaricate with me, woman. Were either of those sig¬ 
natures there written by you ?’ 

4 1 suppose that one was.’ 

4 Will you swear that you wrote either the one or the other ?’ 

4 I’ll swear I did write one, once.’ 

4 Will you swear you wrote one of those you have before you r 
You can read, can’t you ?’ 

4 Oh yes, I can read.’ 

4 Then look at them.’ Again she turned her eyes on them for 
half a moment. 4 Will you swear that you wrote either of those ?’ 

4 Not if there’s another anywhere else,’ said Bridget, at last. 

4 Another anywhere else,’ said Chaffanbrass, repeating her words; 

4 what do you mean by another ?’ 

4 If you’ve got another that anybody else has done, I won’t say 
which of the three is mine. But I did one, and I didn’t do no 
more.’ 

Mr. Chaffanbrass continued at it for a long time, but with very. 
indifferent success. That affair of the signatures, which was indeed 
the only point on which evidence was worth anything, he then 
abandoned, and tried to make her contradict herself about old 
Usbech. But on this subject she could say nothing. That Usbeck 
was present she remembered well, but as to his signing the deed, or 
not signing it, she would not pretend to say anything. 

4 1 know he was cram full of gout,’ she said; 4 but I don’t 
remember nothing more.’ 

But it may be explained that Mr. Chaffanbrass had altogether 
altered his intention and the very plan of his campaign with 
reference to this witness, as soon as he saw what was her nature 
and disposition. He discovered very early in the affair that he 
could not force her to contradict herself and reduce her own 
evidence to nothing, as Fumival had done with the man. Nothing 
would flurry this woman, or force her to utter words of which she 
herself did not know the meaning. The more he might persevere 
in such an attempt, the more dogged and steady she would become. 
He therefore soon gave that up. He had already given it up when 
he threatened to accuse her of perjury, and resolved that as he 
could not shake her he would shake the confidence which the jury 
might place in her. He could not make a fool of her, and therefore 
he would make her out to be a rogue. Her evidence would stand 
alone, or nearly alone ; and in this way he might turn her firmness 
to his own purpose, and explain that her dogged resolution to stick 
to one plain statement arose from her having been specially in¬ 
structed so to do, with the object of ruining his client. For more 
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than half an hour he persisted in asking her questions with this 
object; hinting that she was on friendly terms with Dockwrath; 
askino* her what pay she had received for her evidence; making her 
acknowledge that she was being kept at free quarters, and on the 
fat of the land. He even produced from her a list of the good 
things she had eaten that morning at breakfast, and at last suc¬ 
ceeded in obtaining information as to that small but indiscreet glass 
of spirits. It was then, and then only, that poor Bridget became 
discomposed. Beefsteaks, sausages, and pigs’ fry, though they were 
taken three times a day, were not disgraceful in her line of life; 
but that little thimbleful of brandy, taken after much pressing and 
in the openness of good fellowship, went sorely against the gram 
with her. ‘ When one has to be badgered like this, one wants a 
drop of something more than ordinary,’ she said at last. And they 
were the only words which she did say which proved any triumph 
on the part of Mr. Chaffanbrass. But nevertheless Mr. Chaffanbrass 
was not dissatisfied. Triumph, immediate triumph over a pool 
maid-servant could hardly have been the object of a man who had 
been triumphant in such matters for the last thirty years. W ould 
it not be practicable to make the jury doubt whether that woman 
could be believed ? That was the triumph he desired. As for him¬ 
self, Mr. Chaffanbrass knew well enough that she had spoken 
nothing but the truth. But had he so managed that the truth might 
be made to look like falsehood,—or at any rate to have a doubtful 
air? If he had done that, he had succeeded in the occupation of his 
life, and was indifferent to his own triumph. 


CHAPTEE XXXII. 

MR. FURNIVAL’S SPEECH. 

All this as may be supposed disturbed Felix Graham not a little. 
He perceived that each of those two witnesses had made a great 
effort to speak the truth;—an honest, painful effort to speak the 
truth, and in no way to go beyond it. His gall had risen within 
him while he had listened to Mr. Furnival, and witnessed his success 
in destroying the presence of mind of that weak wretch who was 
endeavouring to do his best in the cause of justice. And again, 
when Mr. Chaffanbrass had seized hold of that poor dram, and 
used all his wit in deducing from it a self-condemnation from the 
woman before him;—when the practised barrister had striven to 
show that she was an habitual drunkard, dishonest, unchaste, evil in 
all her habits, Graham had felt almost tempted to get up and take 
her part. Xo doubt he had evinced this, for Chaffanbrass had 
understood what was going on in his colleague’s mind, and had 
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looked round at him from time to time with an air of scorn that had 
been almost unendurable. 

And then it had become the duty of the prosecutors to prove the 
circumstances of the former trial. This was of course essentially 
necessary, seeing that the offence for which Lady Mason was now 
on her defence was perjury alleged to have been committed at 
that trial. And when this had been done at considerable length 
by Sir Richard Leatherham,—not without many interruptions from 
Mr. Furnival and much assistance from Mr. Steelyard—it fell upon 
Felix Graham to show by cross-examination of Crook the attorney, 
what had been the nature and effect of Lady Mason’s testimony. 
As he arose to do this, Mr. Chaffanbrass whispered into his ear, 4 If 
you feel yourself unequal to it I’ll take it up. I won’t have her 
thrown over for any etiquette,—nor yet for any squeamishness.’ 
To this Graham vouchsafed no answer. He would not even reply 
by a look, but he got up and did his work. At this point his con¬ 
science did not interfere with him, for the questions which he asked 
referred to facts which had really occurred. Lady Mason’s testi¬ 
mony at that trial had been believed by everybody. The gentleman 
who had cross-examined her on the part of Joseph Mason, and who 
was now dead, had failed to shake her evidence. The judge who 
tried the case had declared to the jury that it was impossible to dis¬ 
believe her evidence. That judge was still living, a poor old bed¬ 
ridden man, and in the course of this latter trial his statement was 
given in evidence. There could be no doubt that at the time Lady 
Mason’s testimony was taken as worthy of all credit. She had 
sworn that she had seen the three witnesses sign the codicil, 
and no one had then thrown discredit on her. The upshot of all 
was this, that the prosecuting side proved satisfactorily that such 
and such things had been sworn by Lady Mason; and Felix Graham 
on the side of the defence proved that, when she had so sworn, 
her word had been considered worthy of credence by the judge 
and by the jury, and had hardly been doubted even by the counsel 
opposed to her. All this really had been so, and Felix Graham 
used his utmost ingenuity in making clear to the court how high 
and unassailed had been the position which his client then held. 

All this occupied the court till nearly four o’clock, and then as 
the case was over on the part of the prosecution, the question arose 
whether or no Mr. Furnival should address the jury on that evening, 
or wait till the following day. 4 If your lordship will sit till seven 
o’clock,’ said Mr. Furnival, 4 I think I can undertake to finish what 
remarks I shall have to make by that time.’ 4 1 should not mind 
sitting till nine for the pleasure of hearing Mr. Furnival,’ said the 
judge, who was very anxious to escape from Alston on the day but 
one following. And thus it was decided that Mr. Furnival should 
commence his speech. 
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I have said that in spite of some previous hesitation his old fire 
had returned to him when he began his work in court on behalf of 
his client. If this had been so when that work consisted in the 
cross-examination of a witness, it was much more so with him now 
when he had to exhibit his own powers of forensic eloquence. 
When a man knows that he can speak with ease and energy, and 
that he will he listened to with attentive ears, it is all but impos¬ 
sible that he should fail to be enthusiastic, even though his cause 
be a bad one. It was so with him now. All his old fire came back 
upon him, and before he had done he had almost brought himself 
again to believe Lady Mason to be that victim of persecution as 
which he did not hesitate to represent her to the jury. 

‘ Gentlemen of the jury,’ he said, ‘ I never rose to plead a client’s 
cause with more confidence than I now feel in pleading that of my 
friend Lady Mason. Twenty years ago I was engaged in defending 
her rights in this matter, and I then succeeded. I little thought at 
that time that I should be called on after so long an interval to 
renew my work. I little thought that the pertinacity of her oppo¬ 
nent would hold out for such a period. I compliment him on the 
firmness of his character, on that equable temperament which has 
enabled him to sit through all this trial, and to look without dismay 
on the unfortunate lady whom he has considered it to be his duty to 
accuse of perjury. I did not think that I should live to fight this 
battle again. But so it is; and as I had but little doubt of victory 
then,—so have I none now. Gentlemen of the jury, I must occupy 
some of your time and of the time of the court in going through the 
evidence which has been adduced by my learned friend against my 
client; but I almost feel that I shall be detaining you unneces¬ 
sarily, so sure I am that the circumstances, as they have been 
already explained to you, could not justify you in giving a verdict 
against her.’ 

As Mr. Furnival’s speech occupied fully three hours, I will not 
trouble my readers with the whole of it. He began by de¬ 
scribing the former trial, and giving his own recollections as to 
Lady Mason’s conduct on that occasion. In doing this, he fully 
acknowledged on her behalf that she did give as evidence that 
special statement which her opponents now endeavoured to prove 
to have been false. 4 If it were the case,’ he said, ‘ that that codicil 
—or that pretended codicil, was not executed by old Sir Joseph 
Mason, and was not witnessed by Usbech, Kenneby, and Bridget 
Bolster,—then, in that case, Lady Mason has been guilty of per¬ 
jury.’ Mr. Furnival, as he. made this acknowledgment, studiously 
avoided the face of Lady Mason. But as he made this asser¬ 
tion, almost everybody in the court except her own counsel did 
look at her. Joseph Mason opposite and Dockwrath fixed their gaze 
closely upon her. Sir Kichard Leatherham and Mr. Steelyard 
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turned their eyes towards her, probably without meaning to do so. 
The judge looked over his spectacles at her. Even Mr. Aram glanced 
round at her surreptitiously; and Lucius turned his face upon his 
mother’s, almost with an air of triumph. But she bore it all without 
flinching;—bore it all without flinching, though the state of her 
mind at that moment must have been pitiable. And Mrs. Orme, 
who held her hand all the while, knew that it was so. The hand 
which rested in hers was twitched as it were convulsively, hut the 
culprit gave no outward sign of her guilt. 

Mr. Fumival then read much of the evidence given at the former 
trial, and especially showed how the witnesses had then failed to 
prove that Usbech had not been required to write his name. It was 
quite true, he said, that they had been equally unable to prove that he 
had done so ; but that amounted to nothing; the ‘ onus probandi ’ 
lay with the accusing side. There was the signature, and it was for 
them to prove that it was not that which it pretended to be. Lady 
Mason had proved that it was so ; and because that had then been 
held to be sufficient, they now, after twenty years, took this means 
of invalidating her testimony. From that he went to the evidence 
given at the present trial, beginning with the malice and interested 
motives of Dockwrath. Against three of them only was it needful 
that he should allege anything, seeing that the statements made by 
the others were in no way injurious to Lady Mason,—if the state¬ 
ments made by those three were not credible. Torrington, for 
instance, had proved that other deed; but what of that, if on the 
fatal 14th of July Sir Joseph Mason had executed two deeds? 
As to Dockwrath,—that his conduct had been interested and mali¬ 
cious there could be no doubt; and he submitted to the jury that he 
had shown himself to be a man unworthy of credit. As to Kenneby, 
—that poor weak creature, as Mr. Fumival in his mercy called him, 
—he, Mr. Fumival, could not charge his conscience with saying 
that he believed him to have been guilty of any falsehood. On the 
contrary, he conceived that Kenneby had endeavoured to tell the 
truth. But he was one of those men whose minds wnre so inconse¬ 
quential that they literally did not know truth from falsehood. He 
had not intended to lie when he told the jury that he was not quite 
sure he had never witnessed two signatures by Sir Joseph Mason on 
the same day, nor did he lie when he told them again that he had 
witnessed three. He had meant to declare the truth; but he was, 
unfortunately, a man whose evidence could not be of much service 
in any case of importance, and could be of no service whatever in a 
criminal charge tried, as was done in this instance, more than 
twenty years after the alleged commission of the offence. With 
regard to Bridget Bolster, he had no hesitation whatever in telling 
the jury that she was a woman unworthy of belief,—unworthy of that 
credit which the jury must place in her before they could convict 
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any one on her unaided testimony. It must have been clear to 
them all that she had come into court drilled and instructed to 
make one point-blank statement, and to stick to that. She had 
refused to give any evidence as to her own signature. She would 
not even look at her own name as written by herself; but had con¬ 
tented herself with repeating over and over again those few words 
which she had been instructed so to say;—the statement namely, 
that she had never put her hand to more than one deed. 

Then he addressed himself, as he concluded his speech, to that 
part of the subject which was more closely personal to Lady Mason 
herself. ‘ And now, gentlemen of the jury/ he said, ‘ before I can 
dismiss you from your weary day's work, I must ask you to regard 
the position of the lady who has been thus accused, and the amount 
of probability of her guilt which you may assume from the nature 
of her life. I shall call no witnesses as to her character, for I will 
not submit her friends to the annoyance of those questions which 
the gentlemen opposite might feel it their duty to put to them. 
Circumstances have occurred—so much I will tell you, and so 
much no doubt you all personally know, though it is not in evi¬ 
dence before you;—circumstances have occurred which would 
make it cruel on my part to place her old friend Sir Peregrine Orme 
in that box. The story, could I tell it to you, is one full of ro¬ 
mance, but full also of truth and affection. But though Sir Pere¬ 
grine Orme is not here, there sits his daughter by Lady Mason’s 
side,—there she has sat through this tedious trial, giving comfort 
to the woman that she loves,—and there she will sit till your 
verdict shall have made her further presence here unnecessary. 
His lordship and my learned friend there will tell you that you 
cannot take that as evidence of character. They will be justified 
in so telling you; but I, on the other hand, defy you not to take 
it as such evidence. Let us make what laws we will, they cannot 
take precedence of human nature. There too sits my client’s son. 
You will remember that at the beginning of this trial the solicitor- 
general expressed a wish that he were not here. I do not know 
whether you then responded to that wish, but I believe I may take 
it for granted that you do not do so now. Had any woman deal* to 
either of you been so placed through the malice of an enemy, would 
you have hesitated to sit by her in her hour of trial ? Had yor 
doubted of her innocence you might have hesitated ; for who could 
endure to hear announced in a crowded court like this the guilt 
of a mother or a wife ? But he has no doubt. Nor, I believe, has 
any living being in this court,—unless it be her kinsman opposite, 
whose life for the last twenty years has been made wretched by a 
wicked longing after the patrimony of his brother. 

4 Gentlemen of the jury, there sits my client with as loving a 
friend on one side as ever woman had, and with her only child on 
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the other. During the incidents of this trial the nature of the life 
she has led during the last twenty years,—since the period of that 
terrible crime with which she is charged,—has been proved before 
you. I may fearlessly ask you whether so fair a life is compatible 
with the idea of guilt so foul ? I have known her intimately during 
all those years,—not as a lawyer, but as a friend,—and I confess that 
the audacity of this man Dockwrath, in assailing such a character 
with such an accusation, strikes me almost with admiration. What! 
Forgery!—for that, gentlemen of the jury, is the crime with which 
she is substantially charged. Look at her, as she sits there! That 
she, at the age of twenty, or not much more,—she who had so well 
performed the duties of her young life, that she should have forged a 
will,—have traced one signature after another in such 'a manner as 
to have deceived all those lawyers who were on her track imme¬ 
diately after her husband’s death ! For, mark you, if this be true, 
with her own hand she must have done it! There was no accom¬ 
plice there. Look at her! Was she a forger ? Was she a woman 
to deceive the sharp bloodhounds of the law ? Could she, with 
that young baby on her bosom, have wrested from such as him ’— 
and as he spoke he pointed with his finger, but with a look of 
unutterable scorn, to Joseph Mason, who was sitting opposite to 
him—‘ that fragment of his old father’s property which he coveted 
so sorely ? Where had she learned such skilled artifice ? Gentle¬ 
men, such ingenuity in crime as that has never yet been proved in 
a court of law, even against those w T ho have spent a life of wretch¬ 
edness in acquiring such skill; and now you are asked to believe 
that such a deed was done by a young wife, of whom all that you 
know is that her conduct in every other respect had been beyond 
all praise! Gentlemen, I might have defied you to believe this 
accusation had it even been supported by testimony of a high cha¬ 
racter. Even in such case you would have felt that there was more 
behind than had been brought to your knowledge. But now, 
having seen, as you have, of what nature are the witnesses on 
whose testimony she has been impeached, it is impossible that you 
should believe this story. Had Lady Mason been a woman steeped 
in guilt from her infancy, had she been noted for cunning and frau¬ 
dulent ingenuity, had she been known as an expert forger, you 
would not have convicted her on this indictment, having had 
before you the malice and greed of Dockwrath, the stupidity—I may 
almost call it idiocy, of Kenneby, and the dogged resolution to con¬ 
ceal the truth evinced by the woman Bolster. With strong evidence 
you could not have believed such a charge against so excellent a 
lady. With such evidence as you have had before you, you could 
not have believed the charge against a previously convicted felon. 

‘ And what has been the object of this terrible persecution,—of 
the dreadful punishment which has been inflicted on this poor lady ? 
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For remember, though you cannot pronounce her guilty, her suf¬ 
ferings have been terribly severe. Think what it must have been 
for a woman with habits such as hers, to have looked forward for 
long, long weeks to such a martyrdom as this ! Think what she 
must have suffered in being dragged here and subjected to the gaze 
of all the county as a suspected felon ! Think what must have 
been her feelings when I told her, not knowing how deep an inge¬ 
nuity might be practised against her, that 1 must counsel her to 
call to her aid the unequalled talents of my friend Mr. Chaflfan- 

brass’-‘Unequalled no longer, but far surpassed,’ whispered 

Chaffanbrass, in a voice that was audible through all the centre of 
the court. ‘ Her punishment has been terrible,’ continued Mr. 
Fumival. ‘ After what she has gone through, it may well be 
doubted whether she can continue to reside at that sweet spot 
which has aroused such a feeling of avarice in the bosom of her 
kinsman. You have heard that Sir Joseph Mason had promised his 
eldest son that Orley Farm should form a part of his inheritance. 
It may be that the old man did make such a promise. If so, he 
thought fit to break it. But is it not wonderful that a man wealthy 
as is Mr. Mason—for his fortune is large ; who has never wanted 
anything that money can buy; a man for whom his father did so 
much,—that he should be stirred up by disappointed avarice to 
carry in his bosom for twenty years so bitter a feeling of rancour 
against those who are nearest to him by blood and ties of family ! 
Gentlemen, it has been a fearful lesson; but it is one which neither 
you nor I will ever forget! 

‘ And now I shall leave my client’s case in your hands. As to 
the verdict which you will give, I have no apprehension. You 
know as well as I do that she has not been guilty of this terrible 
crime. That you will so pronounce I do not for a moment doubt. 
But I do hope that that verdict will be accompanied by some ex¬ 
pression on your part which may show to the world at large how 
great has been the wickedness displayed in the accusation.’ 

And yet as he sat down he knew that she had been guilty! To 
his ear her guilt had never been confessed; but yet he knew that 
it was so, and, knowing that, he had been able to speak as though 
her innocence were a thing of course. That those witnesses had 
spoken truth he also knew, and yet he had been able to hold them 
up to the execration of all around them as though they had com¬ 
mitted the worst of crimes from the foulest of motives! And more 
than this, stranger than this, worse than this,—when the legal world 
knew—as the legal world soon did know—that all this had been so, 
the legal world found no fault with Mr. Furnival, conceiving that 
he had done his duty by his client in a manner becoming an 
English barrister and an English gentleman. 
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